True Lovers Victory 


Or the Northern couple agreed. 


With Sugred words and ſmiling looks That ſhe did yield unto his Loye 
He did ſo charm her ſences, For all her late pretences. 


To a rare Northern Tune, or Jennyscog wheel. 


J have been at Makes 
and J have teen at Fairs, 
Pet ne're could J meet one 
that with thee compares: 
Far have Itravel'd 
pet ne ver could find; 
One Jlov d like thee 
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Bouep bliih Lade 
Ain the Nozth Countrep, 
Whom Cupid had Wounded 
moſt crafiely 
Þe met with his Love 
and he told her his mind, 
And thus he did gieet her 


with wozds lo kind, 
Come lit thee down by me Cbou ſhalt have a 
my swnlweet joy gay Gown of the beff, 


With gap fine Baſking 
thy feet hill be dꝛeſt: 

With Chaplets of Roſes 
thy head ſhall be croton'd. 

Ind thppincht Petticoat 
hall be lac't round. 


Thou wilt quite kill me 
Ff thoup:ove cop 

Should'ſ® thou pzove coy. 
end not love me, 

Where ſhall I find 
fuch a one as thee. 
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WW Hen hou 3 in 
thy Robes ſc ga 
Thou ſhalt be fren — 
the Queen of May: 
The bonep poung Laſſes 
Cat lives by thee, 
Shall all teke delight 
in thp company. 


We will go early 
to the bzook ſide, 
And catch Fiſhes 
as thep do glide 
Everp little Fiſh 
thy Pꝛiſoner ſhall be 
Thou fþalt catch them 
and i'le catch thee. 


The Birds in the Gꝛeve 
wall come at thp beck, 

An d kꝛom thy Lillp white 
hands they ſhall peck: 

And whi!> with t' eir Hates 
about thee they p'ay, 

I will ſivg tler 
a Rounde'ay. 


Pow let me kiſs 
thy cherry lips fair, 
And pꝛaiſe all thy Featurcs 
that are ſo rare: 
Thy lorehead ts high 
and lofty doth rife , 
Thy ſwef Nuby l. ps 
ano thy pꝛetty black Gper. 
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J'le lye bp ther 
all the cod — 
Thon' K want nothi "oC 
foz thy delight, 
Lon ſbalt bav: any thing 
tbou ſhalt have me 
Surelp J have (on: thing 
that will pleaſe th:e. 


D"ebearing her L* ver 
Thus kindly complain 
F:8m making hin anſw.c 
ſpe c uſd net refzein, 
Oe gabe him her hand 

with a low courte 7e: 
And thus ſhe rep'yed 
Ale have no:;e but the. 


Thy bonny fair face 
And thy woꝛds fo ſweet, 

Did conquer my heart 
When we i:rlf dia meet. 

There's never a La) 
In the No? h Countryp 

Shall ever have my faboz- 
but ouly-tyw. 
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Then let us gang to the Kirk 
now with ſpecd. 

Foz why Ithink long 
fill we do the ded, 

Di nce I map bave any thing 
I will hav? the 

Becauſe thou haſt ſomething 
that will pleate me. 
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